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to 
Bohdan and Jadwiga 
my parents 


As John Ruskin wrote “He who has once 
stood beside the grave, to look back upon the 
companionship which has been forever 
closed, feeling how impotent there are the 
wild love, or the keen sorrow, to give one 
instant’s pleasure to the pulseless heart, or 
atone in the lowest measure to the departed 
spirit for the hour of unkindness, will 
scarcely for the future incur that debt to the 
heart, which can only be discharged to the 
dust.” 
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REFLECTIONS IN A POLISHED TABLE ... 


Both hands propped against my head, 
I fathomed deep the polished wood 
And met my face, wherein I read, 

The troubles of young womanhood. 


Yet still I see the puzzled brow, 
The glassy eyes, transparent skin, 
The mouth apart in wonder how 
My image could lie there within. 


The polished table stands the same 

Though years have flown. The little chair 
On which I sat still bears my name — 

But now that girl is gone — I wonder where? 


BEING... 


Were I but redeemed from being self, 
Being linked to melancholy’s chain, 

Then perchance I could become a being © 
Keyed to being fraught with life’s disdain, 
And to be would not be merely being 
There primarily for being’s sake, 

Being fool to cater for well-being 

Of the being that gives nothing but will take. 
Living then, would counteract the being, 
For by being what I think I should attain 
I’d become a carefree human being 

Being able to rejoice at being sane. 


FOREVER DOWN ... 


Eyelids flick rotating fantasies 
Falling, spinning, down down, 
Leadened, weighted to sweet 
Euthanasia of self communioning 
With flaking fragmentation’s shades 
And cosmic flight 

Of ashes’ greys. 

Holocaustal embers touch protrusions 
Of receding light and sound, 
Etching catapulted thoughts 

On galaxies and fluted moons 
Suspended weightlessly 

In time and space. 

Eyelids sense the plumage swart 
Caressing down, forever down, 
Gliding to a close, 

Catching ethereal drops 

Of crimson wine 

And waxen seals 

On lashes’ soft. 

Night’s evasive chalice 

Tilts to tempt these lips 

With sleep elixir’s 

Warm forgetfulness and peace 
And spiced illusions of euphoria, 
Yet, spilling onto curving flare 
Of meteor’s retreat, 

Instead is swallowed 

By the gulp of nothingness 
Beyond and down. 

But where is sleep? 


YOUR OWN NATIVELAND... 


If ever you go romping free by the sea shore 

And wade in the warmth of the white grains of sand 
And gaze at the breakers which roll from the ocean, 
Remember Australia is your native land. 


Whenever a heat wave unleashes hot fury, 

Stopped only by God’s ever merciful hand, 

Take refuge ‘neath coolness of fragranced blue gumtree 
And thank Him Australia is your native land. 


When winter blows frigid across the lone wattles, 

Which now stripped of gold, ever-green sway and stand, 

Then look from your window though rain-blurred the panes be, 
Be grateful Australia is your native land. 


If ever you wander the green shaded valleys, 

Where grasses by fern fronds are constantly fanned, 
And hear there the sqng of the light-hearted bellbird, 
Then love your Australia, your own native land. 


Whenever you be roaming out by the wasteland, 
Where both earth and sky are there yours to command, 
Scan the red earth and the blueness of heaven, 

Be proud of Australia, your own native land. 


As each generation inherits this beauty, 

Then tell them and make sure that all understand, 
Tell them that this is their own land of glory, 

That this is Australia, their own native land. 


“THE BREEZE AND ME”... 


At dawn I stand upon a cliff and scan the rippled sea, 
And watch the rising sun burst forth 

As through my back-blown, tangled hair 

The fresh breeze surges free! 

There we are together then, 

Just the breeze and me. 


When we race together, I on land the wind through tree, 
Then our freedom full is felt. 

And though my friend is swifter, 

Both our spirits wild agree; 

How I wish that we were one — 

Just the breeze and me. 


A formless nymph within my soul shall ever restless be, 
And gladly I would flee this life 

Where only laws of man prevail 

And weave my destiny. 

Vagabonds we'd be forever — 

Just the breeze and me. 
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SWEET NECTAR... 


I ride the wave 

And drink the draught of bliss. 
Sol’s chariot blazes 

In molten magenta’s kiss. 
Voluptuous night! 

Sea blackens and dies 

In wallowing depths 

Of great tidal sighs. 
Oblivious sleep. 

Then waking to fire 

From Mecca’s realm — 

A great gleaming spire. 
Bacchus is fled, 

The goblet gleaming bare; 
Apollo’s lyre sings — 

I grasp his dying flare! 


POOL... 


From a faceless splash 


Reverberate hoops of sonared waves. 


The hurtled stone, half buried 
In halcyon of slime, dilates 
A pupil black with wet decay, 


Staring past tadpoles’ curious prods. 


On the bank beneath a jut 

Of twisted root, lulled in 
Utopia of smells of earth 

And mulch exuding warmth, 
A toad merges bumps of 
Mottled camouflage with mud, 
And spawns amphibious 

Love affairs in dreams. 


THE NULLARBOR PLAIN ... 


Where saltbush and mallee stand scorched by the sun, 
And branches of ti-tree are painted in dun, 

Where winds through the ages have moulded their lean, 
And dust, blowing endless, has muted their green, 
Where arms of the earth gnarl dry roots without rain, 
There lies the road west through — The Nullarbor Plain. 


Where sunrise veins heaven with streaks of gold light, 
And sun ushers moon from the sky of the night, 

Where evening hides softly beneath a grey cowl, 

And eerie ring notes of the dingo’s lone howl, 

Where no mountain rises to echo refrain 

There sounds of the night haunt — The Nullarbor Plain. 


Where bones offer epitaphs “dead and contrite”, 

And where earth meets sky, blue is translucent white, 
Where legends of dreamtime keep spirits at large, 
And coax from the sands realistic mirage, 

Where weathered flat stones break the level terrain 
There winds carry songs of — The Nullarbor Plain. 


Where grit dances restless and blankets the ground 
With cinnamon ripples accenting each mound, 
Awaiting elixir of life-giving showers 

To bring out a sprinkling of frail-petalled flowers; 
Where heavenly dome links with earthly domain, 
There time has no bounds on — The Nullarbor Plain. 


Yet there, ’mid the red glow of flat barrenness, 

Lie the long rails which convey the express, 

Where sleepers in regular formation swell, 

And flanking side rail-lines lie sleek, parallel, 
There out in the desert shrieks sometimes the train 
Which crosses the land of — The Nullarbor Plain. 


DROUGHT AND THE RAINMAKER... 


In orange nebulous eclipse 

A ruptured earth, prostrate 

In tessellated wretchedness sprawls 
Crazed mosaic. Gusty whips 
Erratically arise to whine, gyrate, 
Disintegrate thin soil, spin palls 


And powder limbless ghosts by dry 
Creek bed, once throwing leafy canopy 
Above the chalkened stones then graced 
By crystal waters’ happy cry 

And playful splash neath bush and tree. 
But rain won’t come. The waste 


Of gums looms skeletal and white 

And ravaged by a hot wind’s blow 
Through brittle fingers of their spread. 
Birds have long since taken flight, 
Leaving king of carrion, the crow, 

To prey upon the dying and the dead. 


Sharp of eye and deft with razor beak 
Capable to flay and disentrail, 

Feathered black, the outback undertaker 
Gorges on the reptile frail and weak 
Betrayed perhaps by slight protruding tail — 


You'll never feel that painful throe, Rainmaker. 


Night, so shamelessly detached and fickle 
Waves a wand of ebony to softly stoke 

To ember stars into a brilliant blaze 
Around the moon’s new gleaming sickle, 
Gathers dew within a bleaching cloak, 
And melts in dawning’s repossessive haze. 


Yet what of these unquenchable delights — 
These lofty heavens graciously endowed 

To preen in mantles black or blue 

As time dictates, the jewelled nights, 

Of azure sunlit skies devoid of cloud 

And fiery sunsets streaked in breathless hue — 


These not for you the cracking clay 

The crumbling sod, the orphaned seeds 

So anxious to project a robust shoot 
Towards the mirage vapour of decay 
Masquerading grit as pungent aqua beads 
And beckoning your tender sacrificial root. 


Laugh Rainmaker — Far from this domain 
A rumble heralds cloudburst on the slope 
Of fertile valley bristling with the wheat 
Of harvest. Hailiscrashing. Rain 

Comes thrashing like a flagellating rope 
Leaving ear and stalk in rotting flat defeat. 


Now, Rainmaker, weep. The hapless gecko 
Perishes beneath the worthless scant 

Of spinifex, his eyes reflecting thirsty hell. 
There is no sound or cry. Death’s scented echo 
Carries festive invitation to the fly and ant — 
To you his claw outstretches, thankless in farewell. 


| 
ee THIS PAST MORNING... 


This past morning as I wandered 
’Mid the shaded wattle bowers 
Stepping lightly on a carpet 


Of a million round-faced flowers ATTIC WINDOW SCENE (Hobart, Tasmania)... 

There, secluded in blue shadows From out my attic window did I gaze tonight, 

Was a dew-soaked patterned net, To see the sleeping city lull below the stars, 

Of a spider’s web strung loosely And watch the hazy neons blink in pastel light, 

Pearled with dawn’s transparent wet. | Outlining city streets like leaden scars. 

One lone sunbeam pierced the greenness | _ Nought stirred, and Wellington became 

As it struggled strongly through As one bold mass thrown stark against the sky, 

Thick-grown foliage of the treetops And gently lit by every starry flame, 

Which around this clearing grew Her organs sleek stretched tall and straight and high. 
And in a lap maternal, Hobart lay, 

And with luminating softness Against a bulbous form infantly pressed, 

So it settled in the heart As if in need of strength to combat unknown prey, 

Of this silver-threaded cobweb — A mother’s child held tight against her breast. 


Nature’s lovel k of art. meas . : 
ature Ss lovely work Ol ar From out my attic window did I gaze and see, 


Like a star against the swartness A vermeil moon glide over Derwent’s shore, 
Of an arras, dim and black, The mountain, bathed exotically 

So it threw a thousand sparkles In warmth, stood dark and cold no more. 
Round, as golden light thrust back. Instead, japonical the glow of orient, 


In ashen pink draped upward, tree by tree, 

And she, so graceful over Hobart bent, 

Unblinking watched the silver gutted sea. 

And so to sleep; in slumber bowed anew 

She drowsed, fanned by the fleeting breezes mild, 
Underneath in muted grass blades Thrown off her robe of rose, and donning one of blue, 
Yellow-hearted daisies shone | She kept a nightly vigil o’er her sleeping child. 
With the crystal light of moisture 

Which had from the pearl-net gone. 


And with pendant diamonds hanging 
Of collected drops of dew, 

So the patterned crochet hung there 
In the morning’s pastel hue. 


Like a countless host of rhinestones : 
Beaded closely on a thread, 

So the multicoloured twinkles 

Their rich prism brightness shed. 


There I left that crystal necklace 
As the young sun lit the blue 

And when, turning back to see it — 
It had fallen, weighed with dew. 


SUNRISE (Hobart, Tasmania)... 


Mists had lifted from the Derwent 
Filmy veils of pastel blue, 

Orange sunbeams danced and twinkled 
On green meadows moist with dew. 
Hobart lay beneath the mountain 
Like a city paved with gold, 

Glowing steeples bossed with jasper 
Of the rising sun foretold. 

Rooftops hued with deep vermillion 
Bathed in spectrum, one by one 

Till each dome and chimney lightened 
With the brightness of the sun. 


Streaks of red and ochre yellow 
Intermingled with the grey, 
Scarlet cloudlets, edged in violet 
Heralded the break of day. 

Came the sun, an orb in motion 
Rising, blinding in its light 
Playing on the walls and windows 
Beaming sheets of opal white. 

On the stage of sky and water 
Crests of wavelets, glorified, 
Danced upon the pebbled shoreline 
To the rhythm of the tide. 


Dew in parks and gardens faded 
Emerald paved grew every lawn 

As the kiss of misty moisture 

Vaporized into the morn. 

Dolefully the dewdrops melted 

Carried off in morning’s thaw, 

Sunlight slid down stalk and grassblade 
Lighting up an earthy floor. 


Brown earth echoed burnt sienna, 
Tree trunks merged from indigo 
To a silver tinted pallor 

In the sun’s charismic glow. 

Pink and white the early blossom 
Heavy scented on the bough 
Wore a dazzling solar halo 
Proudly on a petalled brow. 
Every tree berobed in sap green 
Beaming from a leafy throne, 
Every daisy smiling freshly 
White and fringed in deep maroon. 


Carmine hinting folds of umber 
Caught the mountain’s sober gown 
Smiling in benign contentment, 
Gone its normal sultry frown. 


Hobart, you were pride of Eden — 
But when evening now enfolds 

All the brilliance of a sunrise 
Where are all your reds and golds? 


- Cloudless days of Indian summer 


Racing headily beyond, 
Autumn’s duns and browns appearing 
Touching every leaf and frond. 
Winter breathing frosted whispers 
Warning of a bitter reign 

Fields and paths are clayed and sodden 
Withered grasses flank each lane. 

In the valleys twilight lingers 
Longing for the touch of Spring, 
Snuffing light with shrouded purple, 
Threading barbs for winter’s sting. 
Garden beds are void of colour 

As the air fills with decay 
Smoothing cinnamon caresses 

On the brow of dying day. 

Sunrise — on the morrow’s trumpet 
Fanfared light shall strike the chord, 
Shades of frigid night defeated 

By a golden-shafted sword. 


LOW TIDE ON MORWONG BEACH... 


(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


The sand is wet. The tide has lapped 
At night and gently caved away 

The prints of Homo Sapiens. 

And she-oaks stoop their tresses 
Over seaweed boas wrapped 

Around grey driftwoods’ disarray, 
Their tassels scratching wild caresses 
To hymns of wind and waves’ amens. 


On sandy buff, the cowrie shells, 

In modest brown press spiralled cones 
Unto the bosom of the shore, 

Awaiting pulses of the tide 

To catch them up in rhythmic swells 

To tumble them with froth and coral stones 
And sweep them back onto the ocean floor 
With molluscs lulling lazily inside. 


The sand is firm. And first am I 

This morn to scar and desecrate. 

My barefoot moulds run parallel 

Unto the water’s edge and coarsely squeak 
Resistance at a membraned sky. 

Profane — I leave a mark on beauty’s slate! 
Is this the price for solitude I seek? 

A stab of broken mussels underfoot reply — 
In scorn I’m cast from nature’s carousel. 


DAYBREAK AT DOMIVANA ... 
(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


With morn’s commotions’ eager shrieks and cries 


The foliage in close surrounds is overrun 
And dawning’s chorus commandeers my rise 
In trilling notes of welcome at the sun. 


I wake to hear the kookaburra’s call 

And flashing spectrums playing in the trees, 
My being permeated to forestall 

The early shadows’ patterned filigrees. 


The house has captured ozone from the sea 
With doors agape and curtains flung aside, 
The garden fills by gradual degree 

With perfumed bouquets morning has untied. 


Azure dyes the water’s aqua still 

And amber borrows sunlight’s semaphore 
To flood across the gentle tidal spill 

And stand in glassy tableau at the shore. 


Then light explodes the muted greens of jade 
And splintered silver perforates the sky 

To catch the glinting foils bestowing accolade. 
How alien and lustreless in this parade am I. 


FRAGMENT... 
(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


Receding tide 
Strands mirrored 
Pools reflecting 

Sky and cloud. 

Has it taken 

Hours or didn’t 

I take note? 

It seems water 
Covered the 

Mud flat 

Peppered with stones 
Only moments before. 
On the mean 

Scrag of reef 
Cormorants anticipate 
Sea’s early turn 
Preening salt-slicked 
Feathers. 

Alone, a seagull 
Struts and herds 
Rustling soldier crabs 
Encased in blue, 
Regarding their 
Hasty retreat 

Into sand 

With contempt. 


MIDSUMMER NIGHT ON MORWONG BEACH... 


(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


Shades of ashen silver on the sand 

And stars like prismic charms on indigo 

Spill crystalline, essential 

Upon a cold crushed-velvet sea — 

In titian hues I stand, inconsequential; 

Pensive thoughts with drowning trinkets flow 

In molten masquerade, dance hand in hand 

And minuet through blue horizon’s litmus glow. 
And winging hums project mosquitoed litanies, 
Intensifying frenzied whines around my ears, 

Then spiral to oblivion 

From blows in retribution flung. 

And notes of curlew haunt in eerie cries 

Through weeping oaks in sparse adornment hung — 
Their acorns spiked in sand like cloven tears. 

And quivering in oriental haze the moon draws nigh, 
Like some exotic fruit, persimmon of the night 

It tempts the waiting lips of nature’s lusty bight 

To make it once again a crescent in the sky. 


RAKE-OFF AT NAMA STREET... 
(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


Raking leaves — achore I cannot shun 
And must be done — 

A fact to which I’m really quite resigned 
But only once it would be nice to find 
No leaves around the yard. 


The eucalypts contribute most of all, 
They leave a pall 

Of twisted crescent slivers on the grass — 
Weekly toil becomes a routine farce 

They choose to disregard. 


Withered fronds from tropic palms 
Display no qualms. 

Their sinewed feathers drape on trunks 
Then cave away in moulded chunks 

I’ll only have to scrape. 


Umbrella trees in regular quintans 
Strew yellowed fans 

And there beneath the mango tree 
Awaits a heap of mottled pedigree. 
It seems there’s no escape. 


The winter thin of poincianas’ spreads 
With spite imbeds | 

A gold confetti through the tufted green 
And tosses straw-like garnish in between — 
No wonder I lose heart. 


And Bribie pines shake off a down 

Of russet brown 

Then go about a natural affair 

Of dropping seedy baubles from their hair. 
Why should I even start. 


It’s no use leaning on my rake, 

I’ll have to make 

A move before the growing wind gets wild 
And labour’s fruits are boisterously defiled. 
Too well I know the game. 


So finally when sitting in the sun 

The raking done, 

I'll look about with certain sense of pride 
And shelve all thoughts I had of suicide 
Today when first I came. 


IMMOLATION OF SOL... 


Swaying on 

The rim of time 

A murdered sun 
Gouges the sky’s 
Pink cheek 

With talons 
Steeped in red, 
Slowly drowning 

In the swell 

Of bloodied sea, 
And with a scream 
Of scarlet 

Falls behind 

The scimitars 

Of waves 

Still spattered 
Crazily with gore — 
Exploding into 
Nothingness beyond. 
Curving blades 
Infuse fluorescent 
Quiverings into 
The shape of tide 
And then dissolve 
In requiem of night. 


Embossed with 
Foaming crests 

And sequinned stardust 
Hilts remain. 


AD TE LEVATI ANIMA MEA... 


Father, you evade me. 

In the quiet ebbing of your final breath 

Adamant you were I should not grieve or fret 

For mortal shell so cast aside. Without regret 

You took Omega’s hand in tranquil death 

And leapt across the abyss to eternity. 

Now I search for tangents, eagerly anticipating 

Your return to me. But Father, it’s the waiting 
Shackled to this pain of ambiguity 

I find so hard to understand and bear — 

Why white has turned to black and black to white. 
Now, caught in abstract whirlpools of the night 

I grovel in uncertainty of neither here nor there. 
Father, why evade me? 

I seek release in dreams, perhaps to rendezvous 
Beyond some fallen star’s nostalgic trail, 

Perhaps to drink together from the holy grail 

The draught of Shang-gri-la, the last taboo 

In realms beyond my reach. Why then 

Deny to me this infinitesimal grace 

When shrouds impart the imprint of your face 

In memories still manifesting bygone where and when. 
Is there no way to breach this timelessness? And though I try 
To touch your spirit’s presence in this tortured cell 

I merely reach peripheries of limbo’s visions and the gates of hell. 
Decline not this request. Enough that you should die. 
Father you evade me. Why? 


MAMA SAID... 


Mama said 

Be wise. Detach the hollow husk 

So many flaunt with empty pride 

And cultivate the kernel of your soul. 

Let confidence and beauty flower from inside. 
Reject the fool, and don’t be led, 

My Mama said. 


Mama said 

Don’t cry. She wiped the bitter tears 

And stroked my head, and mended my esteem 
And in a voice of understanding took 

The hurt away from every shattered dream. 
What has passed forget — now plan ahead, 
My Mama said. 


Mama said 

Be brave. Don’t waver on the brink, 

Be definite, stand firm when you decide 

And others will respect. But Mama’s gone, 
And in her passing part of me has died. 

The echo of her voice must comfort me instead, 
Now Mama’s dead. 


LOST AND FOUND... 

The boyish countenance had gone 
And unobserved had I till now 

That fleeting years had brought the crease 
Of adolescence to his brow 

And undulating lines to forehead’s plane, 
How clear determination underlined 
The jaw of early manhood’s face 

A bearded growth had now defined, 
How lips discarded cupid’s bow 

Below the eyes so secretive, intense 
And how his profile’s sculpture bore 
No trace of childhood’s innocence. 

To think he nearly was a man! 

I didn’t note when time had sown 
This transformation’s lusty seed 

And suddenly youth’s tree was grown. 
I stood within its chilling shade 

Of memory and tried to shun 
Remorse at having lost a boy 

To find an almost adult son. 


THE HANGING-TREE ... 


Friend, so often I have mused 

On how it is a wiser thing 

To tie close bonds but very few 

Than scatter one’s identity 

For comradeship to be abused, 

To feel rejection’s painful sting 

And finally to swing without ado 

A broken soul upon the Hanging-Tree 


Friend, let me know if bitterness 

Of past experience projects 

In this aversion of mine eyes 

From yours. Then comfort me 

And try to think of me no less 

When sorrow’s sombre mood reflects 
But lend an ear and sympathize 


Then cut me, gently, from the Hanging-Tree. 


SUBSERVIENT WE... 


We succumb. 

That’s the trouble, 

We all succumb — 
Raising a thin 

Squeak of protest 

On occasion. Within 
The walls of self 

We rant and play at 
Tug-o-war with conscience 
And our dues. 

Did someone say 

Give Ceasar what is his 
And God the rest? 

Two ways it paid, not three. 
Our humble profiles 
Won’t be struck on coin 
And anyway, the laurel 
Never graced our heads 
On male Olympus; 
Duty calls to feed 

The torch’s flame — 
Not sprint to glory. 


Nero’s there — he’s always there 
In poses of disdain 
And toga white 

Still sagging 

On his ottoman of ego; 
We vestals hovering 
With fig and grape 

To sate an appetite 
For venison — 

To gather seeds ejected 
From a Leo’s fang. 


The roar will come. It always comes. 


We know the sound, 
Capricious rumblings 

Over trivia, left or done — 

Or does it matter? 

Are we Daniels stroking beasts 
In self-made dens 

Of fear or hate 

Or even love? 


We are not martyrs; 
After all, we are alive, 
If only held together 
By the thread of sanity 
In some obscure corner, 
Licking salt from wounds 
Inflicted in 
Unremembered battles 
Over crumbs 

Of appreciation. 
Where do we turn? 
Unto the arms of scorn, 
Or go on, staring 
Duty’s faceless grin 
Between the eyes? 


Or are we Joan of Arcs, 
Standing on pyres 
Constructed by heretics 
To a cause — ; 
Helplessly tied . 
To burning stakes 
Of punishment 
For leading 

Men on? 


REGRET... 


Words have torn 

The flesh of Ego’s grape 
And choked our sanguine 
Flow of trust with 
Premature ferment. 
Tears could never 
Pulverize the seed 

Of hurt as much 

And still stay sweet 
Without lament 

Nor hope to heal 

This ruptured gape 

My tongue has wrought. 
Repentance plucked from 
Friendship’s early vine 

I offer in atonement’s cup 
Though bitterness will taint 
It’s healing wine 

With my regret 

I pray that you 

Will not refute 

This balm extracted 
From the bruise 

Of Sorrow’s fruit 

But drink to help forget. 


ST. JOSEPH LILY... 


Season lends a trumpet’s sculptured bell 
And rigid stalks of green in leafy blade 
Stand on guard in striking sentinel 

To mime a fanfare in the spring’s charade. 


Pollened stamen tempts the searching bee 
Treading lucent funnels, raptured in 

A quest for gold inside each fleur-de-lis, 
Of chartreuse-centred paradise within. 


Sceptre, crowned in white with scented breath, 
Undefiled, devoid of blight or taint — 

Where, among the stones of Nazareth 

Did you, virgin Lily, patronise the saint? 


HOW FARTHE SUN... 


How far is it to sun’s embrace? 
How long before the warmth returns 
To grasses underneath my feet, 
Before the summer can displace 
The bitter wind and subalterns 
The chill to render paradise complete? 
Where are blows of Vulcan’s might? 
The hot caress of sunlight’s fire 
To heat these pallid limbs until 
A molten bronze dispels the shock of white? 
Could I but immobilize the seasons’ gyre, 
Summer’s tread would champion their quadrille 
And pirouette through endless balm of days 
And cerulean magic, past the night, 
To fuse with sequence of a fiery glow 
Appearing on a new horizon’s haze. 

| How long before the solar flame can reignite? 
For winter’s heavy step plods far too slow. 


BLIND AND HOUND-TOOTH WRAP... 


Outside D.J.’s store he sits, 

A wooden box held in his hands 

‘*‘All donations gratefully received;“ 

A hollow voice invoking no demands. 
His world, I’d say, is darkly monotone, 
His clouded sightless eyes can’t greet 
The friends who sometimes care to chat, 
But stare ahead into the crowded street. 
Yet words flow warm, he laughs, 
There’s no self-pity, he’s resigned 

To sitting by his faithful dog 

And asking “Care to help the blind?” 


Heavily indulged with living’s best, 

Wealthy matrons seldom pause to make 

A small donation for a human need. 

Leaving perfumed aura in their wake, 

Parcels bob in D.J’s hound-tooth wrap, 

Faces don their busiest of scowls 

And stomping past in well-shod haste 

Their eyes avert with shakes of powdered jowls. 


Obedient, his guide-dog lies beside, 

A furrowed brow intelligently lined, 

His hooded eyes forever watching feet. 

What canine thoughts go through his mind 
Would be impossible to guess, 

As sneakers, boots, heels high and low 

And thongs and sling-backs flop along, 

Fat and slender human legs a daily show. 
Endlessly the shoe procession marches on 

And boredom finds a frequent need to nap 
Dreams appraise pink poodles, perfumed, clipped 
And clutching boxes bound in hound-tooth wrap. 


“Anybody care to aid the blind?” 

I heard the chink as my donation fell 

“Thank you, Miss,” politely he replied. 

I wondered then how he could tell. 

But maybe lively step belied my years, 

And maybe perfume wafted in the air 

Behind my D.J’s parcels’ hound-tooth wrap 
And did he think “Is that all she could spare?” 


TEMPOIN PERFIDY ... 


Look to the sea 
A timelessness extends beyond the fathoms 
Crystallized in saline depths of mystery 


Of legends tossed in turbulence of tide, the undertow 


Of eons crossed, placated by perfidious sanctimony, 


The ravaged barques of ancient times now barnacle embossed, 


Their contraband convulsed by oceanic throe 


Embedding sand with gold and mortal-made accessory 


Cajoled from earth. 


Look to the earth 
An agelessness erodes the finite limitations 
Of inheritance of bone and blood and palpitating 
Hearts and masticates the ruinous remains 


Of empires, tearing at the cultured crust, regurgitating 


Puzzles for the archaeologist to contemplate, 


Pulsing tremulous volcanic thrust from ruptured veins, 
Churning dust to pigmentation’s mouldy clay and waiting 


For the sea. 


WHAT NOW?... 


We modern critics — what have we attained 

In recent years? To what have we professed? 
Comparing our self-righteousness? Distressed 
By their retort, we rasp tirades sustained 

By true concern that fall on deafened ears 
Pervaded by the strains we cannot share 

Or comprehend. We shake our heads in sick despair 
Recalling ‘in our day’ and greater yesteryears 

To what avail? They scowl and nonchalantly say 
We do not fit their mould! In consternation 

By our pleas through sound and logical oration 
What have we become? Resenting this foray, 
They back us to the wall, the edge of sanity, 

The brink of madness by their very gall. 
Declaring how we sacrifice for them our very all 
We see unfit to pardon such profanity. 

What podium remains, what tower is left to scale? 
To what new recourse can we now aspire? 

Till now our criticisms only fed rebellion’s fire 
And left our charred advices in its trail. 


FRANGIPANI... 


Frangipani — time for your repeat 

Of perfumed sensuous delight 

In cadmium and curve of waxen white, 
To bare your clusters open to the heat 
Of summer and the languid air 

And permeate the lush upon your tree 
With fragranced scent of ecstasy, 

To lend exotic feature by the flare 

Of blossoms warmed by sun’s command 


And fuse your gentle curl with mellow gold, 


To emanate the incense from your fold 
I can inhale and hold within my hand. 


Frangipani — time to hang the sweet 

Of heady essence on the wind of night, 

To tint your stars with hint of candlelight 
On petalled milky way around my feet 
And radiate a guiding glow that I may seek 
To borrow from your bough to wear 

A tropic bloom to decorate my hair 

And feel your soft caress against my cheek. 


MOTHS ... 


Puffs of shredded sepia convulse 

In flutterings of taupe metallic dust 
Within the frosted aura of 

The warm bulb’s nakedness. 

In throes of acrobatic lunges 

And erratic plummetings to shadows 
Of the floor’s periphery, 

They resurrect serrated fray of 
Wings to beckonings of light — 
Mute marauders manifesting 
Enigmatic adoration — 

Magnified projectures on 

The wall’s indifferent matte. 


Matrix black obeys the switch’s flick 
Suppressing whirrs incarcerated in 
The square finality of room. 


Morning’s lethargy will motivate 
The broom to mingle tattered 
Remnants of the night’s 
Hypnotic revelry with other dust. 


TRIBUTE ON A PASSING... 


Then the tributes came — 
Chrysanthemums in beautiful 

Array of final blasphemy 

Still gasping for relief 

And condensating mist on cellophane, 
Sent alike from friend and dutiful 
Acquaintance of a vague familiarity, 
Questionably pertinent to grief; 
Plundered roses paralysed 
Pretentiously with satin prink 

And obvious paraphernalia 

Of florist expertise and tie 

In wreath and spray, comprised 

Of loving’s red and friendship’s pink; 
What hypocritic twist in human failure 
Serves delight to feast the mourner’s eye? 


EVENING... 


Metamorphosis of light is almost done 
Veiling in celestial heliotrope 
Prismic rays infused with fire of sun, 
Quelling hues of day’s kaleidoscope. 


Fashioned in the sunset’s fiery forge 
Twilight’s key unfastens new delight, 
Leaving evening’s saratogas to disgorge 
Star-shot velvet raiment of the night. 


THE NIGHT ANDI WITHIN ... 


The night is mine, so seemingly akin 

To everything of self, myself as I within 

And as the day is long I must but contemplate 

The prince of black to rule and day to abdicate 

That I may but forsake this bone and flesh fortalice 

For the realm of night and peace’s unpretentious palace. 


When the twilight’s archer strains his greying bow 

I within ascend my turret. There below 

His arrows stab the earth with lavender at first 

Then stain the trees with purple at the second burst 
And so the piercing ebony of final fleet in flight 

Snuffs the shaded silhouettes and renders me the night. 


I within descend. At once I feel the comforting release 
Of new serenity, a sudden surge of overwhelming peace 
And my very soul within prostrates in downward prone 


Captured by the swart pretender to night’s gracious throne. 


Be his velvet nrantte saintly solace or satanic sin, 
This I know not. All I care is I’m at peace within. 


TIDE THROUGH THE MANGROVE 
(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


How the seaweed flotsam claims the reed 
Racing swill between a pencilled stand, 
Serpentine meanders marbling the sand 
With the swirl of tide’s returning speed. 


Victim shells adorn their blackened bloat 
Shattered and impaled on barb of root, 

Sea’s discarded treasures, maimed and mute, 
Stranded by a foaming saline moat. 


Whipped by coral edges of the reef, 
Trembling from the water’s mocking blow, 
Creamy castles glide like fairy snow 
Intercepted by the twig and tattered leaf. 


Many suns have smiled on such a fate, 
Countless stars have winked in quiet consent — 
Why do waves of human sentiment | 

Rise in me when mangroves inundate? 


PALM TREES ON THE HILL 
(Coochie Mudlo Island, Queensland) 


Honoured by the wind, for time itself has failed 

To desecrate their rotund monumental grey, 

Fronds outstretch their bayonetted green, 

Rooted tendrils clutch volcanic clay — 

Curdled ochre hewn by saturating air 

That zephyr songs have stolen from the sea , 
And flung against the pock-marked countenance 

Of crumbling lava cliffs in sculptured fantasy. 


Tropic magnums, elongated by their eagerness ie 
To touch the sun, punished by the slanted lash 

Of angry rain in summer’s sudden storm, 

Silhouetted by the smite of lightning flash, 

Blending voiceless rustlings with the rumbling roll 

Of Thor’s incensed retort above the cloud. 

The pioneering sweat of toil has proven sweet, 

Douglas Moreton’s foresight does him proud. 


The lifeless branch in limp abandon lends 

A bow for sunlight’s silent symphony 

Beckoning the dwarf of scattered trees 

| To play their orchestration’s whispered melody, 
And sentried stance salutes the passerby 

Who must but pause to wonder at their grace 
Cased in smoothened weather-polished trunks, 
Contrast to the white verandahs of Aminya’s lace. 


Here the road inclines, the earth is paprika 
And furrowed by the wheels of motorised array 
Nevermore to mould beneath the bullock’s tread, 
Or to coat the spoke of creaking dray. 
As deafening crescendos of cicadas’ shrill 
Are carried by the waves away from shore 
They stand and sway and sadly reminisce — , 
Coochie’s captivating palm trees on the hill. 
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